WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
The main events in Russian ordinary life in 1913 were the celebra-
tions in August of the centenary'of the battle of Borodino and the
tercentenary of the Romanoff dynasty. At the display on the battle-
field itself, no fewer than twenty-three actual participants of that epic
struggle were produced—unearthed would possibly be a better word—
for inspection by the Emperor. The youngest of them could not well
have been less than 114 years old; the eldest was, I believe, about 125.
Still, even that record was beaten by the Turk who came to tea once
with Lady Rumbold in 1922 in Constantinople. He had spent his life
as a porter on the quays, and if report was true he was somewhat over
140. I believe that he ended by dying in America, whither some
• enterprising showman transported him.
The Romanoff celebrations lasted for the whole of one week. The
most important event and certainly the most dramatic was a gala per-
formance at the opera. Everyone was in uniform and the ladies in
court dress. The stalls themselves were a striking sight, being filled
by generals and senators almost exclusively in red uniforms. The
Imperial box facing the stage was occupied by the Grand Dukes>
nearly all of them big men and some of them huge, the tallest being
the Grand Duke Nicholas Nicholaievitch, the C.-in-C. of the Russian
Armies, who was at least six foot seven. If I remember rightly, the
Grand Duchesses were in other boxes, and there were no ladies in the
Imperial box till the Empress entered with the Emperor. On their
arrival the orchestra played the National Anthem while the Emperor,
the smallest of his kinsmen, and the Empress stood in the front of the
box. Amid deafening applause the Anthem was repeated I do not
know how many times.
Now, the Empress, though perhaps less beautiful than her sister the
Grand Duchess Serge, widow of the Grand Duke, who had been
blown up by a Nihilist bomb, was an extraordinarily lovely woman.
But she was ill and a nervous wreck and her face one of the saddest
I have ever seen. Across her breast from her shoulder to ner waist
she wore a riviere of huge diamonds. The effort of standing so long
was very tiring and she was breathing heavily. Each time she did so
the diamonds shot a flash of light right across the theatre. I was in
a box just below and to the right of her with a particularly good view
into the Imperial box, and I can see that picture still. It was then that
I was inevitably reminded of Burke's famous speech on the French
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